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Statement  of  Editorial  Policy 

The  editorial  board  of  The  Noiseless 
Spider  agrees  with  Henry  Miller  that  the  pangs 
of  birth  relate  not  to  the  body  but  to  the 
spirit.  It  was  demanded  of  us  to  know  love, 
experience  union  and  communion,  and  thus 
achieve  liberation  from  the  wheel  of  life  and 
death.  But  we  have  chosen  to  remain  this  side 
of  Paradise  and  to  create  through  art  the  il- 
lusory substance  of  our  dreams.  In  a  profound 
sense  we  are  forever  delaying  the  act.  We  flirt 
with  destiny  and  lull  ourselves  to  sleep  with 
myth.  We  die  in  the  throes  of  our  own  tragic 
legends,  like  spiders  caught  in  our  own  web. 
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Variations  on  a  Theme  by  William  Carlos  Williams 

(a  parody) 

1. 

I  buried  the  casket  that  you  had  been  building  for  mother  last  week. 
I  am  sorry,  but  she  died,  and  there  was  nothing  I  could  do 
and  the  grave  site  was  so  inviting. 


2. 

We  cried  at  the  funeral  together 

and  then  I  stabbed  you. 

Forgive  me.  I  simply  don't  know  what  I  am  doing. 


3. 

I  burned  the  will  that  you  had  been  saving  to  open  all 

last  year. 
The  executor  who  asked  for  it  was  rich 
and  the  yellow  flame  flickering  on  the  paper  was  so  warm  and 

friendly. 


4. 

Last  week  we  went  hunting  and  I  shot  you. 

Forgive  me.  I  wasn't  looking,  and 

I  want  you  dead  in  the  ground,  where  I  am  master! 

—  Jason  Lansing  Kanfield 
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One 

If  you  move  my  mind  with  your  hand, 

(as  you  hold  me  against  yourself, 

as  you  seduce  me, 

until  my  eyes  are  big  and  bedroom  blue, 

filled  with  anxious  longing 

to  have  you  take  me 

and  make  us  one.  .  .) 
then, 

please  readjust  it  as  you  leave 
and  turn  off  the  lights  before  you  go. 

—  Rebecca  Morgan 


Images 

In  the  half-constructed  building 
I  could  see  the  ghosts  of  the  future 
clanging  their  chains. 


—  Gail  Benson 


Half  a  Poem 

Sometimes  at  night  I  arise 
and  gaze  at  distant  places 
on  the  edges  of  my  mind. 

And  I  listen  for  the  laughter 
of  childrens'  souls  untouched, 
knowing  all  the  while 
they  cower  behind  crystal  walls. 


—  Rebecca  Morgan 


Sad  Beginnings 

For  words  that  she  can  no  longer  bear 
there  are  few  defenses  left: 

Sometimes  tears,  but  she's  getting 

cried  out 
Maybe  an  attack,  yet  she's  been  beaten 

too  many  times 
She  leaves  the  house, 
walks  down  the  road  .  .  . 
But  always,  always  looking  back 

—  Peter  Moore 
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SPECIAL  SUPPLEMENT 

THE  GREEK  REALITY 


THE  NOISELESS  SPIDER  is  very  happy  to  offer  its  readers 
a  group  of  poems  by  the  greatest  living  poet  of  modem  Greece, 
YANNIS  RITSOS,  in  original  and  previously  unpublished 
translations  by  RAE  DALVEN. 

YANNIS  RITSOS  was  bom 
on  May  1,  1909,  in  Monem- 
vasia  in  the  southeastern  Pel- 
oponnesus. Ritsos  has  been 
acclaimed  by  such  unriters  as 
Pablo  Neruda,  Louis  Aragon, 
and  Denise  Levertov,  as  one  of 
the  finest  poets  living  in  the 
world  today.  He  is  the  author 
of  over  JfO  volumes  of  poetry 
and  translations,  among  which 
are  the  famous  long  poem  EP- 
ITAPHIOS,  publicly  burned 
in  Athens  in  1936  at  the  time 
of  the  facist  regime  of  Me- 
taxas  and  later  set  to  music  by 
MIKIS  THEODORAKIS,  the 
composer  who  wrote  the  music 
for  the  films  Z  and  THE  TRO- 
JAN WOMEN.  Ritsos  is  known 
internationally  as  a  man  who 
has  suffered  political  persecu- 
tion and  exile  all  his  life  for 
his  beliefs.  Recently,  he  served 
long  periods  in  concentration  camps  and  under  house  arrest 
following  the  Greek  military  coup  in  1967.  His  books  are  banned 
in  Greece  and  he  has  published  nothing  there  since  the  present 
military  dictatorship  seized  power.  His  name  and  literary 
achievement  are  revered  by  those  who  love  freedom  and  hate 
tyranny,  no  matter  what  their  place  of  origin. 


YANNIS  RITSOS— the  Poet  in  Exile 


RAE  DALVEN  was  bom  in 
Prevesa,  Greece,  and  came  to 
this  country  at  the  age  of  five. 
She  was  educated  in  this  coun- 
try, except  for  a  term  at  the 
Sorbonne,  and  is  best  known 
for  her  brilliant  and  undely- 
acclaimed  volume  of  trans- 
lations, THE  COMPLETE 
POEMS  OF  CAVAFY,  pub- 
lished in  1961  by  Harcourt 
Brace,  with  an  introduction  by 
W.  H.  Auden.  She  has  also 
edited  MODERN  GREEK 
POETRY,  reprinted  in  1971 
by  Russell  and  Russell  in  a 
revised  and  enlarged  edition, 
and  is  the  author  of  ANNA 
COMNENA  (Twayne  Pub- 
lishers, 1972).  Her  work  has  appeared  in  the  NEW  DIREC- 
TIONS anthologies  (M3  and  M6)  and  her  new  translations 
of  Cavafy,  appearing  in  the  August  1972  issue  of  POETRY 
(Chicago),  won  the  Jacob  Glastein  Poetry  Award.  She  is  cur- 
rently at  work  on  a  biography  of  the  author  of  ZORBA  THE 
GREEK,  Nikos  Kazantzakis,  entitled  BENT  ON  GREAT- 
NESS, a  book  of  verse  translations  by  Yannis  Ritsos,  and  a 
history  of  the  Jannina  Jews  of  Greece  called  THE  TRIUMPH 
OF  ROOTS. 


RAE  DALVEN 


The  Spider 

Sometimes,  a  chance  and  entirely  meaningless  word 

lends  an  unexpected  meaning  to  the  poem, 

as  for  example  in  the  abandoned  basement,  where 

no  one  has  gone  down  for  a  long  time,  on  the  dark  clay  rim 

of  the  large  empty  jar,  a  spider  walks  aimlessly 

(aimless  to  you,  but  perhaps  not  to  her). 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


Liberty 

A  whitewashed  room,  a  wide  room.  The  windows  wide  open. 

The  pure  white  day  entered  the  i'oom, 

she  stretched  herself  out  on  the  mopped-up  floor, 

she  sat  down  on  the  rush-bottomed  armchair, 

she  leaned  her  illumined  hands  on  the  table, 

she  chased  from  the  corner  the  tricorn  shadow  of  the  broom. 

The  room  became  white;  the  floor  became  white;  the  table  white. 
The  pure  white  day  sits  by  the  open  window 
staring  at  the  day. 

The  sea,  down  below,  is  azure  and  perfectly  calm. 
The  rocks  are  white  and  vertical. 
As  if  we  had  died  and  we  had  already  become  statues. 
But,  then,  who  sculpted  the  statues?  And  who 
was  the  person  who  beheld  them? 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(Translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


A  Useful  Nail 

He  heard  the  knocks  in  the  adjoining  room. 
They  were  driving  a  nail  into  the  middle  wall. 
That  hammer  pounded  on  his  skull. 
That  nail  drove  into  his  temple. 
The  plaster  fell  inside  him. 

And  he  rejoiced  that  he  had  heard.  He  rejoiced 

over  this  new  nail.  Now 

on  this  nail  he  would  be  able  to  hang 

an  ordinary  lithograph  with  two  deer 

or  some  flowery,  woman's  hat. 

(Specifically,  the  hat  of  the  woman  who  did  not  come). 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


The  Bucket 

You've  seen  the  bucket  coming  up  from  the  bottom  and  emptying 

so  many,  many  times,  filling  the  jugs,  watering  the  flowers. 

Now,  turned  over,  beside  the  well,  it  shows  its  back  to  the  sun — 

an  empty,  circular  half -drum  (if  you  strike  it 

it  will  produce  a  pure  rhythm,  without  a  song). 

An  impeccable,  brilliant  zero,  though  in  its  hollowness, 

still  damp  and  fresh,  some  naked 

prehistoric  reptiles  have  taken  refuge,  inert,  significant,  slimy. 

—  Yannos  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


Faith  Is  Basic 

"And  yet  I  am  joyful,"  he  said. 

I  will  bring  you  a  gown  of  splendor, 

I  will  bring  you  two  birds  of  light 

so  they  may  perch  on  your  shoulders  and  their  shadows 

appear  like  two  little  boats  made  of  a  student's  blue  notebook 

so  they  may  swim  in  the  splendor — blue  boats.  Two  locusts 

for  earrings, — I  tell  you  I  am  joyful, 

and  for  all  these  things  I  have  need  only 

of  a  slice  of  bread,  a  key  and  your  faith. 

As  for  the  rest,  I  undertake  them,  that  is  to  say,  the  splendor, 

the  birds,  the  locusts  and  your  being  joyful. 

Ah,  what  a  color  in  the  sunset!  Will  you  get  there  on  time? 

Do  not  cry.  I  do  not  know  how  to  give  alms,  but  only  to  present 

as  a  gift  a  gown  of  red  splendor.  Then  do  not  disappoint  me. 

If  you  do  not  accept  it,  I  do  not  have  it. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


The  Woodcutter 

A  dog  barked  in  the  distance 

a  door  creaked  on  its  hinges 

the  moon  pretended  not  to  notice  anything. 

A  cloud-lamb  grazed  in  the  mountain. 

The  grass  is  dark  and  deep  like  a  dead  man. 

A  star  peeps  furtively  behind  the  rope  ladder. 

Why  is  it  that  one  lies  in  wait  for  another? 

Who  lies  in  wait  before  he  is  born? 

What  face  can  look  behind  the  silver  mask? 

The  woodcutter  killed  his  dog  with  his  hatchet, 

he  smeared  his  cheeks  with  blood 

and  he  looked  at  himself  in  the  black  river. 

« 

This  was  the  dog  that  had  barked. 

This  was  what  the  moon  had  perceived. 

Then  the  hatchet,  like  a  golden  bird,  lifted  itself  into  the  air. 

In  the  forest  a  burst  of  laughter  was  heard. 

"I  have  caught  up  with  him,"  he  said,  "he  did  not  take  from  me 

my  friend,  my  dog."  And  the  woodcutter  began  to  bark. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


Empty  Harvest 

Tall  plane  trees,  muscular  bodies  of  freshness. 
The  shade  is  not  meant  to  conceal  anything. 
Intrepid  light,  intrepid  shade — 
futile  intrepidity — ^for  you — ^to  confront  what? — 
Simplicity  inhales  the  air. 

The  people  are  sitting  under  the  trees; 
they  are  eating  on  small,  wooden  tables,  they  are  chatting, 
they  do  not  mistrust  the  grandeur  sheltering  them,  the  grandeur 
regulating  their  innocent  gestures.  Towards  evening 
someone  sang  (perhaps  he  was  drunk).  The  plane  trees 
were  displaced  in  a  mute  procession  towards  the  horizon; 
the  space  cleared,  and  the  waiter  wearing  his  white  apron, 
appeared  for  a  moment  in  the  distance  in  the  red  sunset 
sacerdotally  holding  the  tray  with  the  empty  glasses. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven 


1^ 


Young  Apostles 

After  they  poured  the  stone  cement,  they  washed,  changed 

their  clothes,  combed  their  hair, 
then  stood  in  a  line  at  the  garden  wall  and  pissed 
happily;  they  laughed — that  fresh  warmth  from  their  organs, 
the  promptness,  the  flexibility,  the  soft  hardness, 
that  feeling  of  daring  and  readiness 
for  an  easy  unplanned  victory  that  made  them 
so  handsome  and  not  at  all  haughty.  A  few  lumps  of  white  mud 
still  remained  in  their  black  hair.  They  leaped  on  the  back 

of  the  sheepfold, 
they  plundered  the  oranges,  the  juices  ran  from  their  lips, 
thus  astride  the  sheepfold,  they  held  on  to  the  mane  of  the  foliage, 
galloping  in  the  glory  of  the  day  on  twelve  snow  white  horses. 
The  one  who  saw  them  from  behind  the  trees  was  not  Christ. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


The  Same  Freshness? 

So  many  days,  so  many  nights,  so  many  years, — he  grew 

weary. 
Why  such  toil?  Past  midnight,  every  summer, 
outside  his  windows,  he  would  hear  groups  of  youths  passing  by, 
laughing,  singing,  joking.  And  he? 

As  he  lit  again  the  light  for  his  study 

he  saw  a  snail  climbing  slowly  up  the  inkwell. 

But  outside,  too,  he  remembered — beside  the  well,  in  the  bucket, 

in  the  flower-beds, 
on  summer  evenings,  in  all  the  irrigated  gardens, 
beside  the  flowers,  a  whole  swarm  of  snails  promenading. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 
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Evening  Neighborhood 

The  houses  are  one  on  top  of  the  other,  or  they  face  each  other 

so  they  cannot  see  themselves; 
the  elbows  of  the  chimneys  knock  against  each  other  in  the  dark. 
The  light  in  the  bakery  is  a  sigh  that  allows  a  little  aisle  on 

the  street. 
A  cat  looks  behind  her.  She  is  lost. 
A  man  went  into  his  room. 
Stretched  on  the  blanket  on  his  bed  was  the  desolation  of  the 

densely  populated  city. 
As  he  was  undressing,  he  recalled  that  he  had  not  noticed  if 

there  was  a  moon. 
The  mass  of  houses  were  jumbled  in  his  memory, 
like  a  deck  of  cards  in  a  closed,  clandestine  card  game  where 

everyone  had  lost. 
And  he  had  to  imagine  that  in  all  these  countless  houses, 

someone  loved  him, 
so  he  could  fall  asleep  and  be  able  to  wake  up. 
But,  yes,  there  was  a  moon — he  recalled  that  it  lighted 
a  little  brook  with  affectionate  sudsy  water. 

—  Yannis  Ritsos 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Rae  Dalven) 


Eurydice 

No  flower  would  ever 
believe  in  it. 

Looking  downward, 

you  see  her  flowing 
back  towards  you. 
The  trees  are  bare. 

She  hides  behind  a  dark 
scarf,  secretive 
as  always. 

You  find  yourself 
wanting  to  take 
part  in  it  all 

again.  She's  there, 
flowing  towards  you. 
In  your  eagerness, 

you  reach  what  feels 
like  duplication. 
She's  on  the  verge 


of  words  not  her  own, 
yours:  "Why  not  forget? 
I  died  long  ago.  Forget." 

You  stand  apart 
and  unravel  these  dry  hours, 
still. 

If  there  were  snow 
on  the  ground,  winter  would 
be  easy  to  forget. 

As  it  is,  you  make  fires 
which  are  the  eyes  of  stray 
animals  waiting  for  daylight. 

You  walk  in  the  darkening 
afternoon,  homeward  where  no  home 
ever  was.  The  minutes 

grow  darker.  Some  noisy  sparrows 
are  sprinting  anxiously 
under  the  metal  trees. 

And  you  know  beyond 
all  doubt  that  Spring  won't 
return  in  a  hurry. 

—  0.  Heliopoulos 


Daring  The  Sun 

Like  children  of  Icarus 
Daring  the  sun 
We  pedal  our  way 
To  the  place  of  trespass 

We  sit  under  baobabs 
Watch  Indian  elephants 
Blow  in  the  wind 

Laughing  is  for  later — 
For  the  way  back 

We  didn't  get  caught  this  time 

—  Claudia  M.  Stephens 
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Double  Dactyls 

Tragedy  smagedy! 
Aeschylus,  Sophocles 
(Also  Euripides) 
Uplifted  old  Hellas. 

But  Aristophanes 
Wrote  all  his  comedies 
Anti-cathartically 
"Just  for  the  fellas." 

—  Carroll  Cole 


KOSTIS  PAL  AM  IS  was  one  of  the  important  19th  century 
forerunners  of  the  great  tradition  in  modem  Greek  verse.  The 
two  poems  appearing  in  this  issue,  ''Egypt"  and  ''Athens"  are 
taken  from  a  longer  work  entitled  MOTHERLANDS . 


MARY  GREGORY ,  a  poet  and  translator,  is  Cultural  Chair- 
man of  the  Pamassos  Club  of  New  York  and  a  member  of  the 
staff  of  THE  CHARIOTEER,  an  annual  review  of  Modem 
Greek  culture.  She  lives  and  teaches  in  New  York. 


Egypt 

Exotic  seedings  gave  rise  to  dream  within  dream 
of  a  lake,  perhaps  the  ancients'  Mareotis, 
and  the  goddess  who  always  keeps  her  face  covered  up 
making  with  Osiris  her  bridal  bed. 

And  Zoe  flashed  before  me  in  her  smile 
unsmiling  pits  that  seem  to  drop  out  of  graves. 
A  Libya  of  thirst  burned  in  my  bones. 
Everywhere  Ra,  the  archer,  darted  fire. 

Then  something  sow-like  snarled  at  me;  the  Arab 
animus,  mameluke  and  fierce,  crouched  in  the  path. 
The  Nile  was  rolling  out  banquets  to  feed  a  world 

and  I  plaited,  lotus-crowned  in  a  palm  tree  shade, 
what  might  be  love,  like  a  beast,  with  a  Fellah  woman, 
her  breasts  erect  and  the  Sphinx  tight  in  her  face. 

—  Kostis  Palamas 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Mary  Gregory) 


Athens 

Everywhere  the  sky,  sunbeams,  and  all 
around  a  hum  like  the  honey  of  Hymettos. 
Lilies  thrust  perpetual  through  marble. 
Pentele  gleams,  the  mother  of  an  Olympus. 

Digging  down,  the  pickax  lights  on  Beauty; 
Cybele's  lap  enfolds  not  men  but  gods. 
The  twilight,  arrowed  over  Athens,  draws 
Gorgon-quick  drops,  the  bleeding  of  violet. 

Athena's  olive  tree  still  holds  the  plains, 
and  in  the  throng  that  slowly  stirs  below 
like  a  caterpillar  threading  a  white  flower 

in  that  throng  the  people  of  the  relics  inhere. 

A  thousand  strong.  Spirit  shines  even 

in  clods.  I  feel  it.  Grappling  with  the  dark  in  me. 

—  Kostis  Palamas 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Mary  Gregory) 


Metamorphoses 

Days  we  spend  in  recollection 
dissolve  into  statues 
of  ourselves 

We  tear  them  down  one  day, 
Next  day  we  build  them  up 

We  polish  them,  clean  them 
We  hide  them.  We  laugh 

at  them,  We  scorn  them — 

We  become  them 

—  Peter  J.  Moore 


Kyrie 


A  black,  winding  mass  of  icon-bearing 


humanity 

candles 
singing: 


lights  dark  passageways  with  flickering 


KYRIE  ELEISON!  KYRIE  ELEISON! 

goats  scatter  and  rocks  tumble  aimlessly 

towards  nothing 

Later 
ouzo,  songs  &  dancing  not  to  God 
but  to  other  and  more 
ancient  creatures 

Pan's  songs 
Christ's  lament 
singing,  singing,  singing, 


tears,  beads,  and  eternal 


rest 


—  Michael  York 


"Clair-obscur" 

L'obscurite  seduisante 

chante  en  moi 
Comme  chantait  les  sirenes 

d 'autrefois — 

L'obscurite  eblouissante 

chante  a  moi 
Comme  chantent  les  anges 

des  fois,  des  fois. 

—  e.m. 
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LILI  BITA  is  a  Greek-bom  author,  actress  and 
pianist.  Her  recent  books  include  Lightning  in  the 
Flesh  (1968),  Erotes  (1969),  Furies  (1969),  and  Zero 
Hour  (1971).  A  new  book  of  poems.  Blood  Sketches, 
and  a  novel.  Love,  Pleasure  and  Death,  urill  appear 
in  1972.  Ms.  Bita  is  also  represented  in  a  forthcoming 
anthology  of  women  poets.  Children  of  the  Moon. 


Love  in  the  Genitals  of  Kronos 

We  are  there,  you  and  I 

graverobbers  in  the  tomb  of  legend 

to  relive  the  awful  moment  of  vengeance 

Kronos 

jaded  and  insatiable 

aroused  only 

by  the  daring  pleasures  of  cruelty 

violates  the  instinct  of  the  father 

dismembers  the  seed  of  his  flesh 

Rhea 

avenging  lioness  of  her  murdered  young 

sharpening  her  hands  into  knives 

rips  out  the  genitals  of  the  father-beast 

and  hurls  them  into  the  sea 

The  sea  rushes  over 

the  severed  members 

Hcking  them  with  her  gluttonous  tongues 

kneading  them 

into  the  stony  likenesses  of  islands 

The  sightless  eyes  of  men  call  it  land 

the  seething  magma  which  a  night  of  storm 

vomited  from  the  ovaries  of  the  earth 

But  you  and  I 

know  the  truth 

When  you  threw  me 

to  the  sharp  floor  of  that  rock 

I  struck  something  soft 

still  moaning 

You  thrust  your  palm 

between  my  body 

and  the  bloody  beauty  of  the  myth 

It  is  too  late 

Love  in  the  tortured  phallus  of  a  god 

had  transformed  us  forever 

into  rebel  semen,  his  fate. 

—  Lili  Bita 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Robert  Zaller) 


I  am  a  Greek 

The  day  begins — 

an  urn 

for  the  ash  of  my  dreams 

They  died  in  fire 

Promethean  horsemen 

leaping  to  the  sky 

I  burn  candles — 

my  bloody  arms — 

incense — ^the  sinful  sweat 

of  panthers 

who  haunt  my  flesh 

I  sacrifice  all 

to  the  sarcophagal  day. 

But  I  am  a  Greek 

I  can  create  Parthenons 

and  bear  the  weight 

of  marble 

smiling  at  the  beauty 

which  flourishes  on  my  decay 

I  am  a  Greek 

stealing  amphoras  of  legend 

from  the  labyrinth 

to  dress  my  perishing  lives 

I  am  a  Greek 

I  can  greet  Death 

with  an  erotic  smile 

when  he  comes,  masked 

as  my  servant 

and,  full  of  indifference, 

lie  down  with 

the  heartless  alchemist. 

—  Lili  Bita 
(translated  from  the  Greek  by  Robert  Z alter) 


ROBERT  ZALLER  has  imit- 
ten  The  Year  One  (1969),  a 
book  of  poems,  The  ParUament 
of  1621  (1971),  an  historical 
study,  The  Unpossessed  Coun- 
try, an  unpublished  travel 
book,  and  is  editor  of  A  Case- 
book on  Anais  Nin  (1973).  A 
new  book  of  poems,  Lives  of 
the  Poet,  will  appear  shortly. 


Coming  Home  to  America 


Stacked  up  six  miles  high 
we  buzzed  down  in  circles 
over  the  island  that  each  time 
came  a  little  clearer,  a  little  less  real 
the  shocking  blandness  of  landscape 
calling  up  the  fradulent  summers  of  suburban 

childhood 
a  loose  boredom  choked  with  weeds  and 

peeling  fences 
and  the  drone  of  trucks  and  planes 
circling  round  the  sacred  hive 

Manhattan 


The  money  run  out,  the  plane  must  come  down 
tilting  the  little  airplane  meal  sideways 
in  my  stomach  as  it  turned  Montauk  Point 
again,  running  up  the  Connecticut  shore 
and  the  sail-pricked  Sound  in  a  lazy  spill — 
age  of  hours,  time  free,  the  sky  so  full 
of  time  and  the  plane  just  turning  round 
in  it  like  a  clock,  our  throats  parched 
for  escape  but 

not  yet 

I  am  not  home  yet 

a  grace  prolongs  my  voyage 
til  I  have  worn  out  the  refusal  to  land 
and  do  not  accept  but  do  not  resist 
the  shock  of  earth  that  meets  my  fettered 

limbs 
taking  it 

with  a  total 

cessation  of  will 

—  Robert  Zaller 


The  False  Voice 

Then  it  stirs 

like  sewage  in  my  throat: 

the  swift  nausea  of  the  pulpit-urge 

a  sludge  of  Zeitgeist  and  newspaper  editorials 

the  scobs  and  offscum  of  the  age 

and  I  can  sit  for  hours,  transcribing  trite  fury 

and  barnstorming  prophet  with  a  bottle  run  dry 

hung  over  the  sink 

until  the  fit  has  purged  him  out 

Later  I  scan  in  amazement 

pages  scrawled  with  rubbish 

not  a  line,  a  phrase,  a  sound 

that  is  mine,  but  the  Voice  of  the  Age 

mewling  its  platitudes 

Then  I  wash  out  my  throat  with  good  whiskey 

and  pray  for  forgiveness  and  grace 

—  Robert  Zaller 

Death's  Reputation 

Hemingway  put  the  barrels  to  his  brain 

and  triggered:  we  all  knew  that, 

yet  still  they  devised  ingenious  theories 

of  accident.  Randall  Jarrell 

a  good  poet  getting  better 

walked  into  incoming  traffic 

walked  right  into  me,  the  driver  said 

and  everyone  tried 

to  disbelieve  him.  Jackson 

Pollock  just  forgot  to  oil 

the  brakes.  It's  open  season 

on  all  men's  reputations 

but  no  one  presumes  to  question  the  respectability 

of  Death. 

—  Robert  Zaller 


Carry  death  around  with  you 

Carry  death  around  with  you 
talk  to  him,  make  him  tell  you  things 

get  into  his  confidence, 
become  his  friend 

—  Peter  Moore 


I  sit  in  black  solitude 

I  sit  in  black  solitude 

motionless,  quickly  becoming  thoughtless 
I  see  nothing  and  hear  only 

the  sound  of  the  waves  meeting  the  shore 
and  the  brisk  November  breeze 
fighting  the  trees  and  bushes  for  the 

last  leaves  .  .  . 
A  sense  of  peace — 

I'm  no  longer  sitting,  no  longer 
standing, — no  longer  aware 
of  myself:  I'm  lost  in  the  blackness 
Then  softly,  purely  the  music: 

Clear  tones  piercing  the  blackness, 
dancing  throughout  the  room 
in  3-dimensional  invisibility — 

But  now — one  tone  or  many? 
I'm  not  sure,  but  it  is  music 
Music  as  I've  never  heard  before: 
not  man's  music,  no 
pure  music,  music  with 
no  instruments,  no  voices 
yet  varied  music,  music  with 
harmony,  melody: 

Beethoven,  Bach,  Zappa,  lullabies 
All,  and  yet  none  of  these 
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And  I  listen.  No  I  more  than  listen 
I  am  part  of  it,  I  am  necessary  for  it 
And  I  understand 

(The  understanding  comes  with  the  music, 
softly,  gradually 
And  these  glimpses  of  understanding, 

they  grow  as  the  force  of  the  music  grows) 
I  don't  know  what  this  music  is 
but  I  do  understand  it. 
Sporadic  waves  of  pleasure 

travel  through  my  body 
A  lingering  pleasure 
felt  in  my  stomach,  my  chest, 
my  arms,  my  legs — 
now  everywhere  uncontrollable 
pleasure,  an  eddy  of  delicious  sensations — 
completely  intoxicated  by  this  blackness! 
this  music!  this  pleasure! 

It  ebbs 

Light  slowly  penetrates  the  room 

my  eyes,  my  body  becomes 
visible,  I  regain  consciousness 
I  sit  now  in  dark  solitude 
The  music  gone 

—  Peter  Moore 


© 


For  Days  We've  Walked  on  Endless  Clouds 

For  days  we've  walked  on  endless  clouds, 

fortresses  from  day  &  night 
We've  been  high  above  the  clouds 
We've  become  aware  of  magical  powers 
Yet  these  words  may  mean  nothing 
to  you  now: 

They're  mere  attempts  to  record  all 
we  have  felt  &  are  feeling — 

For  days  we've  walked  on  endless  clouds. 
We  continue  .  .  . 

—  Peter  Moore 
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